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About Ireland and England

0 history of Ireland ever was, ever

will be written suitably to both

sides. The latest attempt at a fair state-
ment of the ease s Ireland and England,
by Edward R. Turner, professor of
European history in the University of
Michigan. Sir Edward Carson would not

issue it as a handbook of fhe Unionist
eanse. Mr. de Valerz would throw it in
ithe fire, we fear, after eoming to Page 40,
where the author, after stating the ob-
vious truth that “Inshmen think it a mis-
fortune that their eouniry was con-
quered by England,” adds that “it was &
far greater misfortune that the eonquest
once undertaken wes mot during such a
long time made complete.”

Mr. Turner is looking at the matter
from a kindly Michigan viewpoint. He
feols that Ireland would have been better
off materially if England had made a
eomplete job of it;
realize is fthat conqguering Ireland and
eonquering the Irish are two different
jobs. Peace, sueh as the British arms
brought about in olden times in Ireland,
was what Macaulay called “the ghastly
tranguillity of exhanstion.”

Mr. Turner does not spare England in
his recital of the Irish grievances. He tells
us what Spenser saw when the
#lgoked like anatomies of death”: and
“gpake like ghosts erying out of their
graves.” That was after Elizabeth
had starved 30,000 to death in Munster.
Such erimes ns this, says the author,
“must always be remembered in connee-
tion with the later lawlessness of the
Irish and the bitterness of the land wars
whici lLave sometimes disquieted the
istand, Deeply rooted in the native mind
were the feeling that the rightful owners
had once been supplanted by alien
masters and the imstinet, bused upon old
tribal law, that an occupier ought not to
be evieted.”

in the eighteenth ecentury Mr. Turmer,
after condemming those responsible for it,
remnrks: “But actually the persecution
in Ireland was for less than that which
destroyed Protestantism is Bobemia and
Spain.” True, perbaps, but the Irish
outrages oceurred more than a century
alter the Continental oppressions, and a
eentury should have meant some progress
in civilization. Besides, so far as religious
persecution was copeérned the Irish
Catholies ecould elaim to be innocent
bystanders,

“Ireland in the eighteenth eentury,”
says Mr. Tomex, “was administered by
England with mueh of the brutal and ob-
stinate tyranny that our free peoples
feared
was Ireland's purtieulnr misfortune, he
adds, that she was in such i
pesition that unlike the mistreated colomies
of England and Spain in Ameriea, she
eould not bresk away.

Mr. Turner Jas & word in defence of
the Fenions of 1965. He sbes in them
now, from a distanee, “something like
the eareer of the abolitionists of Garrison
in América before the Civil War. . . .
Their deeds were unlovely; those for

« whom they were working must often have
despised them, but they did inspire fear,
they did make men think, fhey did get
attention which milder methods and more
eonstitutional ways could not secure. . . .
What the Fenians did we condemn in
itself, and it had to be sternly repressed,
but it arose out of evil conditions, and
something of that they did brought those
conditions to an end.” Lawlessness, eries
one reader; Martyrdom, sighs another.

Coming dotm to the last decade of
Irigh Listory, Mr. Turner quetes from the
memorable speceh made by Mr. Asquith
in the House in April, 1913, reviewing
the insistent demands of the Irish for
Home Rule sinee the people found
political voiee:

“When Mr. Gladstone spoke in 1803 he
had in support of the propoesition that
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‘Ireland demands Home Rule’ the evidenee
of three sueeessive general elections. Sinee
then we have had eight general
elections but through all the
welter and confusion, amid all the varying
phases and fields of our electorul and
parliamentary eampaigns, one thing has
remained constant, subject mneither to
eclipse nor wane—the insistence and per-
sistence of the Irish demand.”

Thus spoke the man who, with the
cooperation of Redmond and the
Nutionalists, seemed about to sclve the
Irish problem when Carson and the war
intervened.

We bhad expected to find in the book
something more definite about the failure
of the Irish Convention of 1918, but Mr.
Turner, after dealing with the earnest
work of Bir Horace Plunkett, George
Russell and the others of that group,
says that the report was adopted, but
“not by a decisive majority.” *“In the
end the Unionists remained irreconeil-
able.”

“A system of Home Rule would have
almost eertainly have been established in
Ireland if the war had not broken out,”
says Mr. Turner. This is underestimating
Sir Edward Carson's politieal strength.
All that, however, is water passed the mill.
Mr. Turner indulges, on his last page, in
some pleasant propheey:

“Sion Fein will fail. But its
work is not wholly in vain. Beeause of
its very extremeness the more modernte
parties will be more able to eompromise
and settle the problem. The liberalism of
England and the greater spirit of
iberalism everywhers will shortly bring
to Treland the *freedom’ and the ‘self-
determination’ for whieh she is asking, in
some sort of satisfactory self-government
within the empire—jnst as soon as Trish-
men agree among themselves. . . . The
difference between Ulst#r and the rest of
Ireland will abate.”

the twenty-five Car-
sonite members of Parlimment will link
arms with the seventy-three Sinn Feiners.
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A Sherlock Reporter

ALKING homeward from his work

in 8 London newspaper office

early one morning Frank Spargo chanced
upon & murder, that of an unknown man
without a bit of “identification” on him
save & scrap of paper bearing the name
of a young lawyer who once had sold

ym & Prussia triumphant.” It Spargo an article for his paper. Btarting

thus, J. 8. Fletcher tells a first rate
mystery story im The Middle Temple
Murder, one that is fot at all profound
and is written mnch as such a newspaper

= man 88 Spargo is represented 1o be might
write it.

The narrative leads direetly from one
point to another, just as a reporter would
ferret such a erime to its solution provided
be was industrious and luck was with
him. One of the “pretfiest” points in
the tale is the finding of the silver pass
to the Market Mileaster race meetings, a
clue that leads Spargo away from London
and into a fresh eoil of circumstances
bearing on the identifieation of the
murdered man.

Another fillip to the plot’s interest is in
the something, more than suspiciun, that
is cast on the father of Bpargo’s fiancee
and eventually leads to his being arrested
—only to be freed in the end through the
reporter's indusiry and skill m following
clues. Weé are ready to believe that
purists in eriminal fietion will take ex-
ception to the manner in which the
mystery is cleared up, and our personal
opinion is that Spargo was taking s long
chanee to send the telegram he did in the
end ordering the arrest of one of the
charﬁt for murder. But hy the time
this deponement is reached, readers will
have had sueh fun that they will be in no
mood for eriticism of an unfavorable sort.

THE MIDDLE TEMPLE MURDER. By
J. B. Fumrcnex. fifred A. Enopf.

(‘NO volume of more historieal im-
= portanee will come out of the
war’—F. P. Dutton & Co. speakmg, with
fine prophetic eonvietidn—"than Ficld
Marshal Haig’s Despatehes,” whieh will
be published by (we forget who is to pub-
lish it) the latter part of sext month. Of
all brief news items we ever read that ap-
penred likely to be historically important,
the one containing the Field Marshal's
baeks to the wall order was easily first.
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For and About Divers Girls

THE eternal feminine has no manifes-
tation more provoeative than that
of the Girl.

It has so many phases—as the girl of
moods, the pretty girl, the ugly one, the
sweet, the sullen, the tricksy, the straight-
forward, the girl evunescent, the girl ger-
nal—ench adds to the variety of living
and the perplexings of mere man.

Also they are staple in the story books.
I ask you what would be a tale without at
least one girl in itT Maybe not the hero-
ine, maybe long beyond proper girl age—
but unless you find ber that book will
show a lack. All the Inter fascinations of
Vanity Fasr do not for me eclipse the pie-
ture of Beeky flinging back at her precep-
tress Jokmson's Dictionary.

Though a worth while book is pretty
eertain to have a girl, it by no means fol-
lows that a girl, or even several, can make
a book worth while. Barbara of Balti-
more is not a case in point. The girl who

.gives nume fo the book is an engaging

voung ereafure, albeit built after a model
that is well worn, not to say shop worn—
the demi-semi-martyr type, perseented not
for nghteousenss but for too abundant
charm.

Bometimes a lone orphan, sometimes a
sister—here ghe approaches the lines of
Cinderella—sometimes a stepchild or kins-
woman, eating the grudged =nd bitler
bread of dependence—and bearing up so
beautifully she wins hands down over the
favonite, no matter what the odds.

Sunshiny Barbara is only a partial mar-
tyr—even Alix, who imposes on her and
does her dirt in love affairs, has lapses into
natural feeling. The story is very well
told, considering its manner of telling;
several narrators, each speaking in the
first person. It has a war flavor of course
Goven Deems, sometime a British officer,
beir to an Irish estate and title and sup-
posedly suffering from shell shock or
something as elusive, who has eome to the
Crane house in hope that its master, Bar-
bara’s father, may cure him,

The Cranes are poor, but ever so well
born—their house is old and so rambling
and full of architectural quirks it ecould

give cards and spades yet beat any ordi-

n haunted eastle. It has history and

es mystery, by harboring an adroit,
thieving spy. The depredations of this
light fingered person are rather skilfully
used to further the love eomplieations of
Barbara and Patrick, by making each mis-
take the other for a kleptomaniae to be
shielded from snspicion. Alix, who has
marked Patrick for ber own, adds a jeal-
ous maiden's mite to their troubles—but
why try to tell all the story? TUnfair—
besides theré®s such a lot more of it. Miss-
ing documents, lpeal history and eqlor,
Francis Scott Key and “The Star ;.
gled Banner"—ever and ever so many
things. All's well that ends well—suffice
it that the story ends exaetly as it should
—im a way to delight and thrill all read-
ers who love love.

Mrs. Grace Mcleod Rogers tells with
love and knowledge of her own Nova
Scotia, but in Joaw at Halfway falls into
a habit of sinful overtelling. Tt makes
her book heavy in the hand and in the
mind. How could it be otherwise, when
ench salient incident is related at least
three times over—and always with metien-
fous detail? All its dramatic personages
are Scotch-Canadians, well drawn no
doubt—but some of them, to an vutsider,
appear scarcely to be worth the drawing.
It seems rather a pity to put “thrawn”
and twisted folk between book covers,
simply becanse they are thrawn and
twisted. Still, in picturing a human back-
waler, where life eddies instead of flowing,
where inbreeding aceeniuates natural
cussedenss, it may not be possible to get
away from sueh types

Unele Garrett, lord of Halfway, was

head of the Wisdom family, which had
spread and branched and married in and
out throughs five generations until tracing
relationships was work foff a Philadelphin
hW}tr'He must have been “gey ill to
live wi,” but some scant observation of
eranky Beotsmen leads me to believe him
possible. Rich, childless, erippled, erabbed,
with a fine turn for tyranny and a tongme
like a curryeomb, he dominates the book,
I think, to its detriment.

All the love in it is legendary—evi-
dently meant strietly for barely adoleseent
eonsmmpfion. A pity, as, though its mat-
ter suits, its manner is for older folk.

M. McC.'W.

BARBARA OF BAMTIMORE—By Cara-
gxE Havieano Gavsow George H.
Doran Company.

JOAN AT HALFWAY—By Cmace Meo-
Leovp Rooms. George H. Doran Com-

pany.

Britain’s Women Novelists

;{ITnmrvdwawm
to understand women.” This sen-
tence eloses R. Brimley Johnson's book on
The Women Novelists.

In spite of this rather sweeping though
wholly tenable assertion, Mr, Johuson’s
studies reveal & eclose sympathy with
and understanding of the women
novelists of Great Britain, from
Fanny Bumey to George Eliot. Pen-
haps, after all, only a man can un-
derstand women, or, at® any rate, in-
terpret them n terms of the highest art
If, then, it was given to the creator of
Cla®n and Diana and Luey to see deeper
into the souls of women, if is reasonably
sure that his way was paved for him by
the women novelists; indeed, is there not
something about Prids and Prejudice that
inevitably reminds you of Diana of fhe
Crosswoys?

Mr. Johnson opens his study with a
brief introduetion on Fanny Bumey's pre-
eursors, although he reserves Tor her the
honor of being the “first woman novelist.”
Two chapters are devoted to her work and
influence; these are followed by an inter-
chapter on the writers from 1782 to 1811,
and this leads to the three illuminating
chapters on Jane Austen. The Brontés
come mext, and finally George Eliof.

The Women Novelists is an entertaining

volunie; a volume, that is, not wholly b--

voted to academic research, nor primarily
intended, T think, to instruet. Mr. John-
son's easy style and infimate manner pro-
elaim him rather the easual essayisi than
the literary historian, although T bave no
reason to doubt the authentieity of his
hﬁufuldﬂn—mlmithhis-nﬁnhb
style

The Women Novelists i8 not the first
book of its sort, but T am reasonably sure
it is the most interesting. So long as the
Woman Question I whatever form is still
debated it will be necessary to rewrite
such a work as this. When women mnot
only bave the vote, but deprive men of
their franchise, it will be time to treat the
subject again. B.H. C

THE WOMEN NOVELIETS. By B. Barm-
LEY JonxsoN. Charles Seribner’s Bons.

RIRB, IRVING CURTIS, author of
* A Challenge to Adventure, pub-
lished by the Marsball Jones Company,
has been a successful writer of stories for
young people. Her new novel is a ro-

manee of youlh, for readers both young
and old.

OBERT CHAUVELOT, suthor of
Parvati, a novel of present day life

in India recently published by the Century
Company, is a son-in-law of Alplonge
Duaundet. He has just sold opern libretto
rights in the book. -

The New York Tribune says:

“As a novel it is tremendous!”

Mare Nostrum

By VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ, A uthor of

The Four Horsemen of the
Sand, The Shadew eof the Cathedral, and La Bodega.

The Publishers take the liberty of comm=nding this
marvel ous new novel to every reader of -
The New Y ork Sun

wwrpup oo E. P. DUFTON & CO. i

Apocalypse, Blood and




